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	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer:** The only part of _Castle_ that I own is the TV on which I watch the show.

The call comes in so early on Monday morning that Beckett is the only one there, and she's at her desk only because Castle's away and she couldn't sleep. At 4:00 she'd the hell with it and gone to work, determined to get through a backlog of terminally boring paperwork.

She startles when her phone rings. Wrong tone for Castle, so who is it? Dispatch, already? A body. She takes down the address, and with so little traffic is there in less than fifteen minutes. She steps up to the desk in the lobby of the enormous high-rise office building, and identifies herself to the security guard, who directs her to the forty-seventh floor.

She sinks slightly in the plush carpeting of the long hallway and notices a cop standing outside an open doorway about twenty feet ahead.

"Morning," Beckett says, holding up her badge. She's about to cross the threshold when a muscular, blue-uniformed arm stops her.

"You can't go in there, ma'am."

"Excuse me?"

"You can't go in."

"Right, heard you." She shows him her badge again. "I'm the responding officer. Captain Beckett. First on scene. This is my jurisdiction."

"Have my orders, ma'am." He's firm, but nervous.

"I'm the captain, so please step aside and let me do my job." She's about to insist, but turns her head at the sound of a familiar voice.

"Kate?" It's Lanie, and she's surprised by the medical officer's use of her first name. "He won't let me in there, either. I decided to go cool off in the ladies room until you got here. Where are the boys?"

"Hang on a sec." Beckett turns back to glare at the cop, inclining her head slightly to double check the nametag on his chest. In her power heels she's got six inches on the flatfoot. "Officer Butts, is it?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"My detectives are on their way. Am I to assume that you'll deny them entry also?"

"No, ma'am."

"No? So, the M.E. and I are not permitted to check the body, but they are? By whose authority?"

"Just taking orders, Captain. From One PP. They told me not to admit you two."

"Butts? Here's another order. Don't move. Doctor Parrish and I will be right down the hall."

She takes her friend by the elbow and guides them towards the elevator bank, out of Butts's earshot. "Castle's at a conference in L.A., Ryan's on paternity leave this week, but Espo's on his way. What the hell is going on?"

"I have no idea. I got here about three minutes ahead of you."

"Okay, so you and I are being banned by One PP? I know the sun isn't even up yet, but I'm calling Gates."

Her former commander answers on the first ring. "Beckett? Kate?"

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry to call at this hour, but I'm at a murder scene and—"

"And you're not allowed in, right? Is Doctor Parish with you?"

Wow, she already knows? Is she behind this? "Yes, sir. Apparently the ban includes only the two of us."

"Three of us."

"Sir?"

"Three of us are banned. You, Doctor Parish, and I."

"What?"

"Kate, I don't want to do this on the phone. I'm coming to join you, so stay there regardless, all right?"

"Yes, sir."

Beckett fills Lanie in. "Let's go back. At least Butts can't prevent us from looking through the door."

The crime scene is a lavish suite. There's an outer office, presumably for the man's assistant, but the body is in visible through the open door to the enormous inner office. Beckett checks the notes on her phone. "Did you get any info on the vic? What was his position here?" She peeks around the officer's slumping shoulder. "Other than prone, that is."

"Head of programming at the network here. His name is Les Cutter. The cleaning lady found him just after three. That's all I know."

"Well, he's been stabbed, obviously. But why isn't there any blood? There should be tons of it."

"That's exactly what I thought. I'd have to get him back to the lab, but I'm pretty sure he had no heart." Lanie points a well-manicured fingertip at the late Mister Cutter. "You see that the deep depression in his thorax?"

"Yeah."

"That's where the heart would generally be."

"So the guy has no heart? Amazing. Still, head of programming for a TV network, so—. Hey, can you see the shelves behind the vic's desk?"

Lanie cranes her neck. "Yes."

"There's that line of awards, trophies, but a space where one seems to be missing. I know we're not close enough to tell, but the murder weapon? I assume it's the murder weapon, anyway, since it's buried in his chest. I think that's a People's Choice Award."

"You know what? I think you're right."

Beckett swivels at the sound of the soft ping of the elevator arriving.

"Cap'n?"

She puts her hand out. "Wait, Espo." She and Lanie go to meet him. "You won't believe this."

"What's going on? Where is everyone?"

"Shh. No one here but us, and Gates is on her way. For reasons unknown, at least to us, she, Lanie and I are forbidden to be here, but you're not."

"Huh? Says who?"

"Someone higher up the food chain than Gates, apparently. I have no idea. Why don't you go ahead, tell Butts to butt out if he gives you any trouble."

Espo is pulling on his blue gloves. "Butts?"

"Cop on the door."

The detective proceeds, and the two women continue to wait by the elevators, talking softly. Five minutes later Victoria Gates emerges, bristling but greeting them warmly. "Let's step down here," she suggests, gesturing to the opposite end of the hallway.

"Sir, can you tell us anything?"

"I can. On Friday, our victim, Les Cutter, fired two women in the cast of a beloved, long-running cop show. Word got out last night and it's taken over the internet."

"You don't mean _Fortress, _do you?"

"The very one."

"Based on the Twelfth, sort of. Castle always hated that someone got there ahead of him."

"So who got the axe?" Lanie asks.

"The two actresses who play parts based on you."

"Really? Wait, wait, wait. I think I get it. Those women bear more than a passing resemblance to Lanie and me. He fired them? I can't believe it."

"Mmhmm," Gates says, nodding her head and looking expectantly at Beckett.

"And last year this guy fired the woman who played a character who was based on you."

"You're batting a thousand, Captain."

"I'd never admit this publicly, but I love that show."

"Me, too," Lanie says.

Gates bursts into a smile, and lowers her voice to a whisper. "Same here! Talk about my guilty pleasure. I like it even more than _The Wives of Wall Street_, and I'm sure you remember my feelings about that."

Beckett chuckles. "I do, sir."

"Captain?" It's Esposito, heading straight for them. "Oh, sorry, and Deputy Chief!"

"Morning, Detective," Gates says, before passing along to him what she has already told the others.

"He fired Stana Katic and Tamala Jones?" Espo is slack-jawed. Are you kidding me?"

"That's right. And the order for the three of us to stand down came directly from the Commissioner."

"They think you're compromised, sir?"

"Something like that."

Beckett rolls her eyes. "I couldn't get much standing out here, Espo, but am I right that the victim was killed by a People's Choice Award?"

"Bingo."

"It's glass, so prints will be easy."

"Nope, wiped clean. But here's the thing. The guy's computer was on and his email account was open."

"And?"

"Looks like there are millions, and I mean millions, of messages from seriously piss—'scuse me—ticked off fans. All looking for blood."

"Did you notice that there isn't any, Javi?" Lanie asks.

"Blood? There's no blood?" Gates is surprised. "The man was stabbed, wasn't he? The body must have been moved."

"I don't think so," the ME replies. "When Perlmutter gets here he can tell us."

"Believe it or not, sir," Beckett says, "the guy appears to have had no heart, literally."

The elevator pings again, and Perlmutter and CSU techs stream out. After a brief conversation with them, the three women decide to leave together. They're not permitted here, so they might as well depart. "You know," Beckett says morosely on the ride down, "I feel as though I can't watch _Fortress_ anymore. I could kill that guy Cutter."

"Except someone already did," Gates says with a wide smile.

When they're walking through the lobby, Beckett puts her arms around the shoulders of the other two women. "No one's home at my place, but our fridge is stocked with everything. How about you come over and we all have breakfast together?"

And they do. By the time they've finished their scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast, and gone through two pots of coffee, they're all laughing and talking on a first-name basis.

"Hey," Beckett says, looking over her shoulder at the wine cabinet. "I've got some Dom Perignon on ice. Shall we?"

Her two friends applaud.

She takes a bowl of perfect, juicy strawberries from the fridge, puts it on a tray with the chilled bottle of bubbly and three Champagne flutes, and carries it to the coffee table in the living room. When the three women have settled on the sofa, Beckett raises her glass. "To Stana!"

"To Penny!" Gates says.

"And Tamala!" Lanie adds.

"Long may they reign," Beckett says, after her first sip. "To bigger and better things for all of them." She puts her glass down. "You know, I've wanted to do this for the longest time, just the three of us, letting our hair down. I can cross it off now. It was the top thing left on my Beckett List."


	2. Chapter 2

**Disclaimer:** The only part of _Castle_ that I own is the TV on which I watch the show.

**A/N **Surprise! I'm still so furious about what happened last week that Beckett and I have more to say on the subject.

Lanie and Victoria—she's Victoria for sure now, at least for the duration of this case—have left and Kate is tidying up the kitchen. She has just turned on the dishwasher when she hears her personal cell phone ring. That's a surprise: it's Tito Puente's "Oye Como Va," which means that it's Esposito calling from his personal phone, too, not the department-issued one.

She picks it up from the counter with a certain amount of anxiety. "Hey, Espo, something wrong?"

"Nah, nothin', but since you're considered radioactive on this one, I thought I'd better call you on the down low."

"Yeah, that's me. Captain Plutonium. So, what's up?"

"We searched the vic's office."

"Don't you think his name is kind of funny?"

"What, Cutter? You mean 'cause he was stabbed?"

"No, that would have been more appropriate if his throat had been slashed. I mean his whole name, Les Cutter. You know, because it sounds like 'let's cut her,' which is what he did. He cut Stana Katic and Tamala Jones from the show."

"I wouldn't know anything about—"

"Oh, please don't deny that you watch _Fortress_."

"What? I never watch that cop crap."

"Ah, so it's entirely coincidental that when Joe Huertas cut his hair, you came in the next day with the same."

"Jon."

"What?"

"Jon Huertas. Okay, okay, so I watch occasionally, maybe. Now, Ryan, that's another story. He freaking DVRs it."

"No surprise there." They both laugh. "Sorry, I interrupted. You searched the vic's office. Find something important?"

"A note."

"A note? Definitely not a suicide note, so what, then? A threat? There wasn't really time for anyone to have sent him one, was there?"

"No, perp left it on the shelf where the murder weapon had been. The award."

"Any prints?"

"Nope."

"What did it say?"

"It's not so much what it said, Cap, but how."

She's a little confused. "What, the language?"

"The language is very, uh, clear, it's the typing. Or the type. You're a big typeface, font, whatever it is, geek, right? You and Castle?"

"Yeah, so? Is the note printed in some kind of unusual one?"

"For one thing, you can't hardly read it. I'm no expert, but I've never seen anything like it and I wanted to ask if you could take a look, see if you can i.d. it or something. Might lead us somewhere."

"Sure, I'll try. Send me a picture."

"On its way."

He wasn't kidding. It's thick and blocky, almost brutal. It looks both very modern and like something from the 1920s or '30s, and it's very hard to read. "Hey, Espo, can you send me one of the whole note? I'll call you back."

"Done."

She has to look hard and closely at the photo, and read the note over three times before she can decipher it:

"You killed the best show on television, you mother******, and we find out right before the episode called 'Backstabber'? That's what you are to Stana and Tamala and all of us fans, a backstabbing, fucking serial killer. So here's a little bit of poetic justice for you."

Tapping the phone against her chin, she considers what "poetic justice" might mean. Maybe there's a Backstabber typeface? She moves to Castle's office and does a little digging. Well whaddaya know, there is. But it turns out to look nothing like the one used for the note; just the opposite, in fact. Backstabber is sleek and elegant: the capital J even reminds her of a dagger, a slim-bladed janbiya. She texts her translation to Esposito, but tells him that she's still trying to identify the lettering.

It takes a while, but she finally finds it and calls him. "I got it. You ready for this? It's called Betrayed."

He chuckles. "Oh, that's good. I know I shouldn't be laughing."

"Neither should I, but I'm not on the case so I'm allowed. Plus Cutter didn't fire you."

"Didn't fire you, either, Beckett."

"Poetically he did. Since she's plays a character who's based on me."

"Maybe I should watch my back."

"Maybe you should. Except the backstabber is dead, so you're probably safe."

"Okay. Thanks."

It infuriates her that she's not allowed near the case. It's a high-profile murder for every kind of reason and her team should be all over it. But Espo's basically on his own, with detectives assigned who aren't in his league don't work the way he does at all. It's idiotic: she's not in danger and she's not a suspect. Is she? Professionally she's always maintained a cool distance from the show, but personally? She loves it; it's her favorite. If she's put under oath, she'll say so. Okay, she's mad as hell at the network and the recently deceased Les Cutter. Huh, here's something she won't admit to under oath: she's almost glad that she doesn't have to seek justice for him because he doesn't deserve it. There, she said it. She wouldn't really shake the hand of the person who killed him, but she'd do it in her mind.

And another thing: she really likes Stana Katic. Tamala Jones, too, but she'd met her only once for about a minute. Before the series began, Stana followed her for two weeks, asked a lot of smart questions, kept her head down. Beckett has never told anyone this, but she and the actress have stayed in touch, even become friends. Castle knows, but she told him only after they got together and swore him to secrecy. Stana texts or calls her if she thinks something in a script is over the top or just plain dumb. Or insulting. Every year since season one she has come to New York during the summer hiatus and they've spent a couple of days together. Stana picks her brain, but they also just hang out. "Badass Buddies," Stana calls them. They usually eat in a little Croatian restaurant in Queens where no one bothers them. They've swapped stories about everything from gender inequality in their respective worlds to broken (and mended) hearts. They've gone for long runs along the river. And every year Stana makes a generous and anonymous donation to the Johanna Beckett scholarship fund. Beckett knows this only because she's on the board and sees the books every quarter.

So yeah, she's pissed. This jerk Cutter fired her friend and sabotaged her favorite TV show at the same time. Maybe if she can help on this case, off the books, she can at least get the bad taste out of her mouth. There's nothing wrong or illegal about her causally speaking to Esposito, friend-to-friend. What's the harm in that? Oh, God, that's the kind of argument Castle would make. What the hell, she'll do it. She picks up her phone again.

"Javi?"

"Yeah?"

"You got a T.O.D.?"

"Perlmutter says he died between midnight and two."

"The killer had plenty of time to scram, then. What about security cams?"

"There are quite a few, but not as many as you'd expect from a TV network. The news people are in and out of here twenty-four seven, so it's not your typical midtown office building. But there are a lotta gaps. Security Swiss cheese, basically."

"Any of those gaps on the forty-seventh floor?"

"Yup. There's only one camera outside the elevator. Two more at the far ends of the corridors. That's all, but—"

"They were disabled."

"You got it."

"How about the interior staircases? They probably have alarms, maybe re-entry every other floor?"

"Every four floors, but otherwise, yeah. Alarm at Cutter's end was disabled along with the camera."

"So the killer probably used the stairs and went either up or down several flights."

"Got someone scrubbing footage for all the floors, but it's going to take a while."

She pauses. "Is there a garage? Below?"

"Not sure. Hold on. Kinda short-handed here plus these TV types keep getting in the way. Think they can run the show, if you get my drift."

"Yeah, I do. I can wait." She hears some conversation in the background, and some general muttering, and then he returns.

"Nice on the garage. Thanks. Good thing is there's only one exit, so we'll look at everyone who drove out since midnight."

"Talk to you later."

She's been ordered to stay away from the office today and possibly tomorrow, and she's getting fidgety. It's pouring, so going for a run isn't much of a prospect. "Can't believe I'm under house arrest," she says to no one. She figures it's going to be a few hours before she hears anything from Espo and she's feeling bitter. Bitter about a show she loves and will never watch again, dumb as that might sound. She realizes how much it's bound up in her life. She and Castle watch it together every Monday and they dissect the episode all week. He still has the occasional rant about how he'd have done a better job of making the show, but then she reminds him of _Nikki Heat_ and his ego is miraculously restored. Fortunately the writer who created the show departed after the pilot, so they never have to deal with him. "He's gone on to other, worse things," Castle likes to say.

It's grief, she realizes. She's grieving for a TV show. Is that pathetic? No, it's not. And just for that she's going to watch an old episode. She has all the DVDs. She'll put on her pajamas and watch from bed. Who cares if it's lunchtime? She's going to indulge herself. She makes a peanut butter and marshmallow fluff sandwich, fills her KEEP CALM AND WATCH FORTRESS mug with industrial strength coffee, carries them to the bedroom, and puts them on her nightstand. Which episode fits her mood? The end of season four, that'll be perfect. But halfway through she stops. Her sandwich is half eaten, the coffee has gone cold, and she can't bear to watch any more. _Fortress_ isn't _Fortress_ anymore, it's _Dungeon_. Shit.

Espo's ring tone snaps her out of it. "Got something?"

"Oh, yeah. A guy in the network financial department was working late on budgets and when he went downstairs to drive home discovered his car was missing."

"There's no guard in the garage, I'm guessing? Just an electronic gate?"

"Right. Anyway, the dude reported his car stolen but we only found out half an hour ago because we've been working on the murder."

"I'm guessing that speeded up your search. You find his car leaving the garage?"

"We did."

"And?"

"And you were driving. I mean Stana Katic was driving."

"What? That can't be right."

"Not actually her. Someone wearing a Stana Katic mask."

TBC

**A/N** Both Backstabber and Betrayed are actual typefaces.


End file.
